

The Tragedieof 

Cot off the heads of two faft growing Iprayes, 

That looke too loftie in our Common-wealth : 
AUmuft be euen in our gouerment. 

You thus imployde, I will goe roote away 
The noyfome Weedes that without profit fucke 
The foyles fertilitie from holfome Flowers. 

Man. Why fliould we in the compaiTe of aPale, 
Keepe law and forme, and due proportion. 

Shewing in a modell our firme eftate. 

When our lea-walled Garden, the whole Land 
Is full of Weedes j her faireft Flowers choakt vp. 
Her fruit trees all vnprund her hedges ruinde. 

Her Knots difordered, and her holelome Hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers, 

Gard, Hold thy peace. 

He that hathfuffred this dilbrdered Spring; 

Hath now himfelfe met with the fall of Leafe : 

The Weedes that his broade TpreadingLeauesdidlhcliii 
That feemde in eating him, to hold him vp, 
Arepuld vp, roote and all, by Bnllingbrooke'. 

I meane the Earle o(W'dt/hire ) Bulhie, Greene. 
<JMan. What, are they dead? , 

Gard. They are. 

And Bulltngbrooke hath feizd the waftfull King. 

Oh whatpittie it is, that he had not fo tnmde 
And dreft his Land $ as we this Garden, at time of yw 
Do wound the barke, the skinneof our fruit trees, 
Leaft being ouer-proud w»th fappe and blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe. 

Had he done fo, to great and growing men, 

They might haue liude to bcare, and he to tafle 
Their fruitcs of duetie : fuperfluous branches 
We loppeaway, that bearing boughes may lines 
Had he done lo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which wafte ofidle houres hath quite thrownedovvM 
Man. What , thinke you the King fliall be <d c P olCt 
gard, Depreft he is already, and depofde 
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Richard the Second. 




T’is, doubt he will be. Letters canaelaft night 
To a deare friend oftheDuke of Yorkgs, 

That tell blacketidinges. 

Queen. Oh! I am preft to death through want of fpcakmg 
Thou old Adams likenes fet to drclTe this G arden. 

How dares thy harlh rude tongue found this vnpleafing 
What Eue i What Serpent hath fuggefted thee, ( newesj 
To make a fecond fall of curfed man ? 

Why doft thou fay King Rtchardis depofde? 

Darlt thou, thou little better thing then earth 
Diuine his downe fall ? Say, where, when, and how 
Camft thou by this ill tidinges ? fpeake thou wretch? 

Gard Pardon me Madam, little ioy haue I 
To breath thefe newes,yet what I fay is true : 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of BulUngbrooke x their fortunes both are weyde. 

In your Lo. fcalc, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities that make him light i 
But in the ballance of great BuUingbrooke , 

Befides himfelfe, arc all the Englilh Peeres, 

And with that oddes, he wheighes King Richard downe. 
Poft you to London, and you will finde it fo j 
1 fpeake no more then euery one doth know. 

Queen. Nimble Mifchaunce, that art fo light of foote. 
Doth not thy embaffage belong to me. 

And am I laft that knowes it ? Oh thou thinkeft 
Toferue me laft, that I may longeft keepe 
Thy forrow in my bread : come Ladyes, goe 
To meete at London, Londons King in woe. 

What, was 1 borne to this, that my fadd looke. 

Should grace the triumph of great Bullingbreokel 
Gardner, for telling me thefenewes ofwoe. 

Pray God the plants thou graftft may neuer grow. Sxit 
Gard. Poore Queene, fo that thy ftate might be no worfe 
I would my skill were fubieft to thy curfe, 

Heere did Ihe drop a teare,hecre in this place. 

He fet a bancke of Rewfowre Hearbc-of-grace % 
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